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I SIT at my window, this morning where the world like a passer-by stops for a moment, nods to me and goes.
17
THESE little thoughts are1 the rustle
of leaves; they have their whisper of joy in my mind,
18
WHAT you are you do not see, what you see is your shadow
19
MY wishes   are  fools,  they   shout across thy songs, my Master. Let me but listen.